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one hour, and thence to Nakhl Mubarak was one hour; all done
at a four miles an hour walk. The lowest third of the ascent of
Wadi Agida was over sand: soft, slow going. The upper parts
were harder and better: the divide was low and easy, and it gave
at once to the eastward, on to a broad open valley, coming from
the left with only very low hills on each side (Jebel Agida?),
down which the road curved gently into Nakhl Mubarak. The
'Sebil* stands about 400 yards east of the watershed.
The road down to Nakhl looked very beautiful today. The
rains have brought up a thin growth of grass in all the hollows
and flat places. The blades, of a very tender green, shoot up
between all the stones, so that looked at from a little height and
distance there is a lively mist of pale green here and there over
the surfaces of the slate-blue and brown-red rocks. In places the
growth was quite strong, and the camels of the army are grazing
on it.
In Nakhl Mubarak I found Feisal encamped in tents: he
himself was in his private tent, getting ready to go out to his
reception. I stayed with him that day, while rumours came in
that the Turkish force had evacuated Wadi Safra, One reported
that from Bir Sheriufi to Bir Derwish was one great camp, and
that its units were proceeding to Medina; another had seen a
great force of camelmen and infantry ride East past Kheif
yesterday. We decided to send out a feeler towards Hamra, to
get news.
On January 3, I took thirty-five Mahamid and rode over a
dull tamarisk- and thorn-grown plain past Bir Faqir (not seen) to
Bir Wasit, which is the old Abu Khalaat of my first trip. We
waited there till sunset, and then went to Bir Murra, left our
camels with ten of the men, and the rest of us climbed up the
hills north of the Haj road up to Jebel Dhifran, which was painful,
for the hills are all of knife-like strata which are turned on edge,
and often run in straight lines from crest to valley. It gives you
abundance of broken surface but no sound grips, as the strata
are so minutely cracked that almost any segment will come away
from its socket in your hand.
The top of Dhifran was cold and misty. At dawn we disposed
ourselves in crevices of the rocks, and at last saw three bell tents